38               MR PODD  OF BORNEO
garb, sally from that door to live again the life of
the oriental adventurer."
"Out of that door?" asked Mrs Nixon, pointing.
" Yes," answered Lochinvar, gravely. " Out of that
door/'
" It's a nice door/' commented Mrs Nixon. " One
of the nicest doors I have seen since I left England,
I lijke your taste in green paint, Mr M'Whizzle. A
nice little back yard, too/' she added, looking round.
" We will now leave the courtyard/' said M'Whizzle
with emphasis, " and go into the house."
He led the way into the pitch darkness of a narrow
passage.
"It's very romantic/' murmured Mrs Templeton,
"and isn't he interesting? He has walked us right
into the middle ages."
There was a slight splash ahead.
" Look out for the puddle," cried M'Whizzle in a
whisper. "Keep close to the wall. Who was that? "
" I am afraid it was me," remarked Mr Templeton
in a testy voice. " You ought to have a light here.
Do you mind my striking a match ?"
"Do, by all means," said M'Whizzle, regretfully.
" But a light will destroy the charm."
It did. The puddle in particular looked most ob-
jectionable. But in spite of that the party insisted
on Mr Templeton striking another match, and yet
another, while they negotiated it. Swinging aside an
awkwardly fixed bamboo curtain, they then entered
the house.
It was a badly-lighted house, that much was plain
at first impression. They stood bunched in the middle